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A Bark for John 


Author's Notes: 


Inspired by Piggy D's Caturday posts and John being a harmless vegan despite having played in "scary" bands. 


The squat, nondescript building sat at the end of a residential street. They were somewhere in the Midwest, 
some apple pie and church on Sunday kinda town, definitely not their usual tour stop. The show the previous 
night had attracted some protesters, convinced they were "Satanic" and "youth corrupting.” It made John laugh 
every time. He had once played in the band of Public Enemy Number One, Marilyn Manson, so being 
demonstrated against was old hat by the time he joined Rob Zombie's band. Still, what many people outside of 


their very tight circle of fans didn't realize was that John loved animals, almost as much as he loved Matt. 
Matt, the sexy bassist for whom the moniker Piggy D had been bestowed. He never showed his face onstage, 
preferring to hide behind his clown mask. John always teased him that he made the right choice doing so, as 


his face was so pretty John might have competition should the fangirls ever see it. 


It was on this rare day off that Matt and John decided to go sight seeing, but other than a Walmart and a 


handful of churches, there was not much to this one horse town. It was the kind of place more appropriate 
for a country band to play the county fair than Rob Zombie's merry band of freaks. Still, in every small town 


there was always a smattering of goths and punks and metalheads. 


They were about to head back to the hotel when they found the Humane Society. The shelter gave no 
indication of what its purpose was except for a small sign above the door. They were both animal lovers, and 
lets face it, unless they felt like going to the Walmart to be harassed by fans or religious zealots amongst the 
cheaply made sweatshop jeans and thin as tissue t-shirts, the Humane Society was their one place to kill some 


time. Besides, animals were much preferable to hang out with than humans. 


As they walked in the door, they were greeted by a girl in her mid 20s. A flicker of recognition passed in her 
eyes but she said nothing except to welcome them and to ask if they wanted to see the cats or dogs first. 


"Cats," Matt said, the same moment as John said, "Dogs." 
Matt acquiesced, allowing his lover to take the lead to the dog cages. Around them, puppies barked and older 
dogs panted. They were happy to see some new human companions. All around the large room there was a 


cacophony of barking and braying. John loved dogs, so it was clear he found his heaven. 
Matt walked up to the first cage and within, a large caramel colored dog was licking his fingers and responding 
to the "good boys." It was clear that this dog wanted a human of his very own John stuck his hands in to pet 


the dog, and was treated to some sweet kisses. 


It was then that Matt knew what he had to do. While John was otherwise occupied, Matt got out his phone and 
made a call. Given the go ahead, he asked the girl from the front office what the adoption policy was. 


Twenty minutes later, they were leaving the shelter with the newest member of the Zombie family. Christened 


Count Chocula, there was a merry round of barking from the pup. 


John put his arm around the love of his life. "We really need more days off, babe." 


